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Often,  along  the  twisted  corridors  of  life, 
I  meet  with  those  who  somehow  capture  me: 
Out  from  their  hearts  come  passions  flaming, 
From  their  eyes  the  visions  they  do  not  see. 
Is  this  the  way  each  dreamer  does  his  wandering, 
Meeting  the  prose  and  seeing  its  glittering  gowns? — 
Ambitions  in  the  figureheads  of  sailboats, 
Laughter  in  sea-downs ! 


THE  RAIN 


Oh,  Mother,  let  me  go  out! 

I  must  run  in  the  rain  and  have  its  swift  message  in  my  ear 

And  let  my  spirit  go  into  the  moist  realness  of  it. 

It  is  calling — crying  for  me — don't  you  hear? 

It  is  a  wild  rain,  and  I  must  go  out  to  play  with  it 

And  be  a  partner  to  its  secrets. 

Mother,  let  me  go  out. 

"It  is  only  a  soft  rain  for  the  flowers, 
My  daughter; 

It  has  no  life,  except  to  give  to  the  hungry  earth: 
It  is  a  gentle  rain  that  caresses  the  seeds  in  the  ground, 
But  it  would  wet  your  ankles 
And  muddy  your  boots." 

Only  let  me  go  out,  Mother! 

It  is  beating  against  the  windows  and  throbbing,  despairing. 
Can  you  not  feel  the  air  torn  with  its  passion? 
I  shall  be  safe  in  its  tempestuous  hold,  Mother, 
And  touch  the  secret  of  life  with  my  own  bare  hands. 
Do  not  keep  me  closed  in,  the  room  is  suffocating, 
The  four  walls  are  strangling  me! 


"Sit  by  the  fire,  daughter,  and  rub  the  wrinkles  out  of 

your  thoughts. 
There  was  a  time  when  I  was  like  you,  and  looked  at 

the  rain. 
It  is  only  an  ordinary  rain — 
It  comes  every  day  in  the  spring — 
You  will  grow  accustomed  to  it, 
And  be  content  with  your  dry  feet  by  the  fire." 

It  is  not  an  ordinary  rain,  Mother! 

It  is  my  rain,  that  will  never  come  again. 

I  must  feel  the  lash  of  it 

And  lift  my  cheek  for  its  passionate  kiss. 

It  will  be  fury  if  I  do  not  go. 

Look:  have  your  eyes  gone  blind,  Mother? 

The  storm  is  ripping  up  the  trees  in  its  anguish, 

And  sweeping  away  the  hill — crushing,  beating  it  down — 

//  is  my  lover  tearing  his  hair — 

And  you  will  not  let  me  go  out! 
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FELISE  REPLIES 

(to  Swinburne) 

i 

All  I  had  spoken  was  true  enough. 

But  afterward  in  the  twilight 

I  remembered  reverberant  sounds 

And  the  full  rich  sight 

Of  your  voice  and  your  face 

And  your  rough  hair  straggling, 

Till  I  wanted  to  smooth  it  down, 

In  spite  of  my  haggling 

About  the  lack  of  the  flesh 

In  a  love  of  my  feeling: 

In  spite  of  my  drawing  away 

When  your  spirit  was  kneeling. 

So  I  said  to  my  Angel,  "Perhaps 

If  pride  counted  less  with  me, 

And  the  foibles  of  a  people 

Had  left  me  true  and  free, 

I  had  died  for  the  love  he  gives, 

I  had  thrown  the  world  my  defy" — 

And  my  Angel  looked  disturbed, 

More  terrified  than  I. 

I  was  feeling  my  swift  blood  course 

Through  the  murmuring  columns  of  me, 

Curved  and  white  and  a  little  fierce, 

Lithe  and  long  as  I  lay  amorously 

Like  a  secret  bird  that  a  morning  discovers; 

In  wonderfully  woven  dreams 

Sensing  the  savors  of  the  sunburnt  south, 

Like  the  feel  of  your  nearing  face  that  steams 


[7J 


With  a  quick  delight  to  cleave  to  me, 

And  to  lose  in  the  smells  of  my  hair 

Your  flag-flower  pride  as  in  underwood 

Where  the  fairies  have  their  lair. 

The  wind's  wet  wings  in  the  twilight 

Went  brushing  over  my  eyes 

And  I  wanted  to  give  you  my  lips  to  drink, 

To  have  you  find  surprise 

In  the  cry  of  a  swan  my  kisses  have, 

Or  the  long  remurmuring  strain 

Of  the  wild  "I  love  you,  love  you," 

In  a  swift  and  fierce  refrain. 

My  Angel  pondered  gently, 

Then  she  raised  her  deep  grey  eyes 

With  the  gesture  of  eternity 

To  test  her  brave  surmise: 

"You  cannot  know,"  she  told  me, 

"Until   ..."  and  then  my  heart, 

Unquieter  than  swallows  v 

That  through  white  rains  would  dart, 

Leapt  up  from  where  I  was  lying, 

Feeling  my  beauty  tower; 

The  supple  limbs  so  glad  to  twine; 

The  melting  loveliness  in  power. 

There  you  were  sitting  passively  against 
The  painful  sunlight  on  white  walls, 
With  a  jungle  in  your  earth-brown  face 
That  beckoned  as  a  wild  thing  calls. 
In  that  mild  moment  all  my  memory 
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Was  lost  in  such  great  hope  that  you  might  run 

And  cling  me  to  you  in  against  that  breast 

Where  I  was  sure  life  must  have  been  begun: 

A  bird  flown  long  in  searching  for  a  twig; 

A  child  half-lost  who  suddenly  sees  home; 

A  weary  woman  finding  a  great,  good  man — 

A  seed  dropped  into  warm,  wet  loam. 

I  let  you  know — flung  out  my  arms,  perhaps; 

Said  some  rash  thing:  and  then  I  was  your  prey, 

Clawed  by  a  hawk,  crushed  like  a  candled  moth, 

Alarmed,  and  far  too  weak  to  break  away. 

I  only  noticed  how  your  passionate 

Embrace  was  stern,  and  how  your  swollen  face 

So  suddenly  reduced  my  love  for  you 

Into  a  startled  gaze. 

I  only  heard  my  Angel  speak  to  me — 

"White  magic  is  far  lovelier,''  she  said, 

But  still  my  body  moulded  against  your  own, 

My  guava  lips  went  wandering  over  your  head. 

I  wanted  to  laugh,  but  you 

Were  too  low  for  my  mocking: 

I  pitied  you  vastly,  dear, 

As  our  lips  were  locking 

And  your  great  able  fingers 

Were  closing  across  my  shell, 

As  a  blind  man  finding  an  empty  page 

Who  is  satisfied  as  well. 

I  did  not  think  to  tear  your  mad  eyes  out — 

Only  believed  myself  aloof  from  you, 

And  looked  on  quietly,  commenting  that 

Degrading  a  man  is  an  easy  thing  to  do. 
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II 


But  then,  thank  Heaven,  twilight  came  again. 

My  Angel  led  me  out  among  the  trees 

That  drip  their  pepper  berries  in  the  dusk, 

Whispering  in  the  breeze. 

And  as  we  went  on,  both  together, 

My  Angel  and  I,  the  taller  trees  were  talking 

After  the  quiet  delight  of  a  visit  from  the  rain — 

My  Angel  and  I,  in  the  cool  white  evening,  walkin 

And  there  we  found  the  ghost  of  a  little  moment: 

Your  jungle-face  against  the  sun-white  walls, 

Reaching  a  welcome  to  a  weary  woman 

Like  the  promise  that  a  wild  thing  calls. 

Your  generous  mouth  with  the  smiles  in  its  corners 

Your  hair  with  the  sprinkling  of  wisdom  in  its  sheen 

And,  such  eyes  like  flashing  rivers  in  the  nighttime 

That  would  be  worth  inspiring  by  a  queen; 

But  over  all,  delighting  me  immeasurably, 

A  sudden  gladness  at  my  coming  near: 

The  kind  of  joy  that  makes  men  seem  immortal, 

The  light  that  leaves  the  way  of  life  all-clear. 

I  know  you  are  too  rational  to  Want  me 

Beyond  the  flesh,  but  in  your  countenance 

I  found  in  that  fleet  moment,  vastly  craving, 

Your  spirit  seeking  mine  in  dominance. 

So  we  immortalized  this  moment, 

And  I  love  you  as  reflected  in  my  hope: 

Because  it  is  so  sweet  a  thing  to  love  you, 

So  great  a  thing  to  still  the  hands  that  grope; 

Because  a  flying  bird  must  find  a  bower; 

A  flower  rest  at  last  beneath  brown  leaves; 
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Because  the  winds  come  in  from  seas  at  nighttime; 
And  wheat  is  gathered  ultimately  in  sheaves. 
Since  I  was  tolerant  of  the  clawing  madman 
Who  loved  me  for  my  Cleopatra  kind, 
Be  patient  with  the  pleasure  I  am  finding 
In  loving  just  a  moment  of  my  mind  .... 
And  wander  with  me  where  the  woods  are  wettest 
When  the  sonorous  night  can  melt  us  into  one, 
And  find  my  clinging  mouth  your  favorite  goblet, 
A  flameless  flower  in  great  oblivion. 
Let  us  remember  that  we  two  are  lovers, 
Lovers  forever  laughing  with  our  love 
Whose  lines,  remaining,  while  we  live,  unraveled, 
Stretch  into  a  strange  and  luminous  Above. 

in 

Ah,  such  cold  words  and  sour  grapes  as  those  are 

That  drip  from  out  the  verses  of  your  weave 

Are  crushed  and  bleeding  when  they  reach  my  pillow: 

Such  things  as  these  I  never  could  believe ! 

I  am  not  where  your  sunset  eyes  can  see  me, 

But  if,  and  when,  I  creep  up  to  your  side, 

Like  a  winging  moon  in  the  blackness  of  her  power, 

My  woman's  witchery  would  turn  the  tide. 

With  the  ease  of  a  lark  who  floods  his  song  in  flying, 

I  could  remind  of  my  glamoring  glory, 

And  your  changeless  determined  indifference 

Would  swing  back  to  an  old,  other  story. 

But  my  Angel  and  I  are  walking  in  the  nighttime, 

Moon- white  against  the  black: 

Not  even  in  the  passion  of  my  dreaming 

Shall  ever  I  turn  back. 


[in 


DESERTED  WIFE 


(On  gray  wings 
The  pigeon  flies). 
He  is  telling  me 
Lies,  lies. 

(Silently 

The  sun  will  set). 
I  must  say  nothing, 
Yet. 

(A  robin  calls 
Her  missing  mate). 
Nothing  I  can  do, 
But  wait. 

(Night  will  come 
Without  a  star). 
He  means  to  leave  me, 
Travel  far. 

(The  wind  is  cold 
For  early  fall). 
Well,  his  coat  hangs 
In  the  hall. 
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LISBETH,  BETSY  AND  BESS 


Oh,  when  the  wind  calls  early  in  the  morning, 

(A  rash  whisper  through  dry  leaves), 

I  take  my  gun  and  follow  it  up  the  canyon, 

And  I  am  a  Hunter, 

With  a  Hunter's  eagerness  to  kill. 

But  when  the  radiant  apocalypse  of  noon 
Opens  the  day,  as  the  sun  unfolds  the  rose, 
I  am  a  Poet, 
With  a  Poet's  yearning. 

Oh,  when  the  wind  tumbles  through  the  cold  afternoon, 
The  sparkling  strength  of  wine  grips  me  like  a  hand  from  the 
shadows: 

I  am  the  one  who  holds  the  world  on  his  shoulders; 

I  am  even  Achilles; 

And  I  am  Paris  with  his  arrow. 

But  when  the  twilight  comes  with  mating  breaths, 
I  tuck  a  flower  in  my  garment — 
(Oh  my  rash  loves  are  many:  but  I  am  loved  the  less?) 
I  am  a  Lover, 

With  a  Lover's  eagerness  to  kiss. 

Then  when  the  night,  with  halcyon  loveliness, 
Calls  in  the  dark  and  fastens  it  with  stars, 
My  chastened  steps  are  leading  to  the  virgin's  seat  before  the 
fire; 

With  white  hands  over  my  flushing  breasts, 
I  am  Madonna. 
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JOY 


Out  of  the  hills, 
Hard  into  the  sunset, 
Here  I  go  running 
Like  a  white  flame. 
Some  there  are  among  you* 
Feel  the  wind  of  my  going, 
But  do  you  even  see  me 
Or  know  my  name? 


